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THE FORTIETH DOOR

By Mary Hastings Bradl_ey

EYNOPSIS. ®

. ne American, in dofng pome ax-

ek llﬂ!rrﬂ;p{m:“s Is induced by Jinny Jeffries,

esrating 11 EET tourist he hes known, ta altend &

at her hote]l He oblains & Scaleh cos:

a friend. Andrew MeLean, an attaché of

Tlah gorernment and at Meleso's be hears

Engie et F e French .._-hf;:-r who disappeared in

on seara belare e MEn WA re

a:::.t ll::ed s wife and baby girl were Infl. now

Y hheritance of an esiate makes (I suddenly im-

i o hunt up the child But all trace is gone,

=) '.bvvn Reder a miniature poriralt of the

"rmfhpm. syriously mounted At the bail

%\ fascinated by a mrslerious young girl in &

! medan costume who will givs no hint of

+ iy, He tollows as she plips awar and finds

he daughter of Tewfick Pasha, » Turkish

he nelzhboring palace. At parting In the

girl's horror and smarement Rydar

hat night her father Iinforms her ha

hes, bee fo marry 2 repuleive old man 1o sars

: ;I’ from ruin Ryder sees Almée again. and

- 'h- jearms that she is to be married leaves

s wnzer oni returns (o ibe desert lo bls exca-

atl n. There he fnde evidence whirh coavinces

Uof'.t Aimée In the daughter of ibe Frenchman

e dlrappsarcd. Ho delermines to rescus her. and

. w to Cairn The pasha Is suspicious and on

| “de and saye that Almés ) bis own daughier.

AT e that he lies and Ands & way to mend

ory of her Freoch parentage, Almés

f sacape and lg forced lo merry \brough

B foster father’s plan, Al the marriage feast Jack

ol ars belore ine unhappr bride. He succesds In

Foe, 27, 5% 3 i love mikine o7 Jack: v
i » love making R

Jater. 1o surpristd " ‘s slave made pris-

| e walls. He digs

a8, a Turkish girl,

haliway of the caslle stumbles on Almée,

nas wet fire to the bullding and Is trring (o

; alane. They And a horie in the stables and

e 4 in the dark Mesnwhile Jinny Jeffriea

3 Lm\lel.nu of Jeck's dissppearsnca. As lhey sre

L ¢ & report comes thal Almée bas perished in

1y 8re at the cestle.

r
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THIRTEENTH TNSTALLMENT.
THE TOMB IN THE DESERT,
. ¢LEAN'S thoughts flinched from the
LI grim outcome of his fear. He tried
| to tell himself that he was inventing
5 porrors, that the fire might bs the almple
‘ruth, that Ryder's talk with the girl might
_I“waily have ended in farewell—at least a
femporary farewell—and that his conseguent
jow spirits had taken him off to mope In
camp

That was undoubtedly the thing lo be-
= Jjeve. at jeast untll there was actual neces.
1 9 aity to disbelleve it, and looking at the atory
that way, McLean's Scotch sense of Provl-
Zdence was capable of pointing out the stern
| penefite of the sad visitation,

Whatever mischief might have been afoot
peiween his friend and that unfortunate
Joung girl the Nre had prevented, And
L however hard Jack might take this now, de-
eldedly the poor girl's death was better for
 Bim than her life

¥o more wasting himself now on sad ro-
mance and adventure. No more desire and
" danger. No more lurking about barred gates
: and secret doors and forbldden palaces. XNo
more clandestiine trysts, No more fury of
S mind, bealing against the bars of fate,
& Jack was saved
i Even if he had succeeded in rescuing the
lﬁ'l—what then? McLean was skeptlcal of
fellcity from such contrasting lives. Better
the finality, the sharp paln, the utter sepa-
"ration. And then—
L His eyes returned to the young American
Shefore him. She was the unconsclous anawer
._lo that future. She would save Ryder from
L regret and retrospection. in alter
Iyears, looking Lack from a happy and well
Mmd domesticity, this would all becoms
"lo him a fantastle, far-off adventure, =ad
.|' wilh the remembered but unfelt sadness of
youth, yet mercifully dim and softened with
i¥oung beauty

Jack must never tell this girl the story.
MeLean had read somewhere of tha mis-
takes of too open revelatlon to women and
Ehe
yaust never recelve this hurt, never Know

pow he was very sure of It

“that when she had been troubling over Jack's
pdisappearance he had been agonizing over
JRnother girl—that the escapades ghe thought
0 Intimate a lark had been a trick to ses
ithe other—that the voung creature whose
Sloveliness she so innocently pralsed had been
br rival, drawing Jack from her
" McLean would speai: clearls to Ryder
@bout this and seal his lips. But
Wt he would have to be found.
- He becams eonscious that he had been &
long time silent, following these thoughts,
s while Jinny walted.
* “I'll do everything 1 ean to find out about
it fire,” he told her. “ I mean, about any
dlacovery of Jack In the palace.” ha quickly
jamended as her face was touched with in-
At question. ** And I'll see {f any one in
Galro Kknows where he 1s. Then if nothing
rns up 1'll just pop out to his diggings in
the morning and make sure he's all right
= . . . I'l got back that night and tele-
‘Phone you. And until then, not a word about
L Much better not"
. "Not a word,” Jinny promised. “ And if

Ol #hould happen to find out anything to-
" nlght—»

= "Ll let you know at once
BUt don't count on that.

Well, rather.
The old boy ls out
his tombs, dusting off his mummlies. You
“8Y §et a letter, yourself, in the morning,”
p threw out with heartening Inspiratiof
_.tnd While you are reading it, I'll be tearing

ME 10 the Infernal desert—"

".H. had brought the smile to hor eyes ns
Well ax lips. B-ight und reassured and Con-
bly dependont upon his
PELh. she took her leuve.

Eut there was no smile remaining vpon
g

resourceful

Andrew McLean's visage

Twenty-four hours. Two nights and a day,
And the gir] was dead and In her
grave—Moslems wasted no time before inter-
ment—and Jack was—where?

Clinging to that plunging herse, Ryder
made little attempt at first to gulde the
fllght. It was enough to Keep himself in the
saddle and Almée in his arms while every
galloping moment flung a farther distance
between them and that palace of horror

His heart was beating In a wild, trlumph-
ant exultation. Glorfous to be out under the
free sky, the wind fn bis face, the open world
He felt one with that dashing crea-
ture benecath him.

And Aimée was in his arms, untouched,
unhurt, out from the power of that sinlster
man and the expectation of dread thinga

The moment wa= a suprems and glorlous

ahead!

emotion. "

They were headed south. And to Ryder's
oxhilaration this seemed good. Calro offered

! a0 hiding place for that fugitive girl. Even
the Harbor that McLean could give would
not be proof against the legal forces of the

Turks. Law and order, power and police

were all In the hands of the husband or

father. Even now the alarm might be givin,
the telephones ringing. )

Alm#e must be hidden until she eould be
emuggled to France—or until the French
authorities could get out thelr protective
documents. The hiding place that occurred

to Ryder was a wild and desperate expedient.

Tha American hospital at Siut. The isola-
tian ward—the pretense of contaglous llinezs.
And then latsr travel morth, in the care of
nurses——

All this, if he could win over one of the
doctors, At that moment winning over 2
doctor appearcd a sane and simple thing to
Ryder's mind. The only diffMculty he recog-
nized was getting Aimé&e Into that hospital

But they would not be looking for him in
the south. FHe could manage it he felt
jubliantly. He couid smuggle her into his
diggings at night and then make his ar
rankements. Anything, everything was pos.
aible. now that the nightmare of a palace
wae left behind them.

South they went then, at a quleter pace,
+he Arab's rhythmie fooifalls ringing through
the still, gray world of before dawn. Across
the Nile they made thelr way, working out
on sandbars to the narrow depths, where
Ryder
while Almées clung to the saddle. Then south

swam beslde the swilmming horse

again along the river road.

The sky was light now. And the river was
Hght.
the flat dhurra fields were dark. And In the
east behind the Mokattam hills a thin band
of gold began to brighten,

Life was stirring. Small black boys oo huge
black buffaloes splashed In the river. Velled
girle with water jars on their high held heads
from which the shawls tralled down to the
Aust filed past from the villages like a Par-
thenon frieze. On the high banks the naked
follasheen were already stooping to the in-
cessant dipping of the rhadouf, while from
the fields came the plaintive creaking of
the well sweep as some harnessad camel or
bullock began its eternal round

A flock of sheep came down the river road,
driven by thelr ragged shepherds, and a
string of camels, burdened beyond all sem-
blance to themselves, bobbed by like rhythmie
haystncks, led by a black robed, bare footed
chlld, carrying a live turkey in her arms,
while before her rode her father, in shining
pongee robes on & white donkey strung with
beads of blue,

And by these travelers thore passed in
that brightening dgwn two other travelers
from the north, & palr on a powerful but
tired black horse, a man in a military cloak
and & green and gold turban about his
bronzed head, and behind him, on a pillion,
a black mantled, black velled girl, with bare,
dangling feet.

It was Almée who had evolved the dis-
gulse, constructing the turban from the neg
ligee beneath her mantle, and [t was Almée
who bargained with the villagers for thelr
breakfast, eggs and goat's mllk and bread
and rice, while her lord, as hefitted his dig-
nity, stayed aloof upon his steed, returning
a courteous response of " Allah salimak—
God bless you " to their greetinges.

Then a= the day brightened and the Jast
soft vell of mist was burned away before a
blood red sun, that palr of travelers left the
highroad and turned west upon a byway
that led past flelda of corn and yellow water
and mud villages where goats and naked
babies and ragged women squatted idly in
the dust, and on through low, red granite
hille swirled about with vellow sand drift
and out Into the desert beyond.

Here fresh vigor eams to the Arab horse,
and tossing his mana and stretching out his
nostrils to the dry alr he broke into a gallop
that sent sand and pebbles Aying from his
hoofs, To vight and left the startled desert
hares scattered, and from the clul“i‘lps of
splky helga the black vultures rose in heavy
winged Aight.

Then the breeze dropped. and the awift
coming heat rushed al them ilke a furnace
breath, aod slower and slower they made

Only the palms and the villages and

Seir way, Ryder leading the jaded horse ana
Almée nodding In the saddle, mere crawling
gpecke across the Immensity of sand

Then, in the ahade of a huge clump of gray
green “ mit minan,” beside a jutting bouider,
they stopped at last to rest. The horse sank
on his knees; Ryder spread out his cloak and
Almée dropped down upon its folds, lost In ex.
hausted slesp as soon am her head touched
the sands. Ryder, his back against the rock,
kept wateh.

It was not the exultant Ryder of that firat
hour of flight. The sxcitement of the night
had subsided and withdrawn ita wild stimu-
lation. It was a hot and tired and Immensely
gobered young man who sat thers with
eyes that burped from lack of sleep and a
brow kpit Into a taut and anxious line.

Realization flooded him with the sun. Re-
sponsibility burned in upon him with the
heat.

Alone In the Libyan desert he sat there,
and at hie fest there slept the young girl
whose life he had enapped utterly off from
its roots,

He was overwhelmingly responsaible for
her. If she had never met him, If ha had
never contnued to thrust himself upon her,
she would have gonn on her predestined way,
eafe, seciuded, luxurious—vaguely unhappy
and mutinous at times, perhaps, in the secret
stirringe of her blond, but still an Indulged
and wealthy little Moslem.

And now—she lay there, llke a sleeping
child, the dark tendrils of bhair clinging to
her molst, sun-flushed choeks, her long lashes
mlnlllng- thelr ehadows with the purple
underlinings of the night's terrors, homeless,
exhausted, resourceless but for that anxlous
eved young man.

Desperately he hoped that she would not
wake {o regret. Even a sardonie tyrant in
a palace might be preferable in the merciless
daylight to a helpless young man In the
Libyan degert. :

And she was so slight, so delicate, so
made for rich and lovely luxury . . . .
Looking down at her he feit a lump In his
throat & lump of queer, choking
tenderness . . . .

He wanted to protect her, to save her, Lo
spend himself for her He felt for
her a reverent wonder, a stirring that was
at once protective and possessive and deny-
Ing of all seif

He would die to save her. He tried to tell
himself reassuringly that he had saved her
« « » » 1f only he could keep her safe.
He thought of the life before her. He
thought of that family in France in whose
name he had urged hiez interference. That
unknown Delcass# aunt who had sent out
her agents for her lost heirs—would she wal-
come and endow this lovely girl?

He could not doubt it Almée's
youtih and benuty would be treasura trove
to o jnded lonely woman with money to In-
vest In futures, Almée would be a belle, an
heiress . ¥

He looked down at her with a sudden dark-
ness In his young eyes And still
she slept. wrapped in the soriy mantle of his
masquerade, the torn chiffons of her neg-
liges fluttering over her slim baro feet.

Thers were several approaches to the
American excavations. MoLean, on that
morning after hls visit from Jinny Jeffries,
chose to borrow a frlend’s motor and man
and break the speed laws of Upper Egypt,
and then shift to an aglle donkey at thoe littje
yvillage from which the gulleys ran west
through the red hills Into the desert.

It was a still, hot day, without cloud or
wind, and the sun had an air of standing
permanently high in the heavens, holding
the day at noon, Shimmering heat waves
quivered about the base of the farther hills
and velled the desert reachee. It was not
conducive to comfort and Andrew McLean
was not comfortable, He was hot and sticky
and sandy and abominably harassed

Not a creature, as far as he could dis-
cover, had seen Jack Ryder in Calro since
the aftermoon of that reception at Hamdl
Beyv's. He had not been seen at the museum
ror the banks, nor at Cook's nor the usual
restaurants, nor at the olubs with his
f'rh-mh. And the clever clerk—with the two
brothers in the bazaar—had unearthed quite
a bit of disquieting news about that recep-
tion—disquleting, that is, to one with secret
Cears,

There had been a fire In the apariments
of the bride of Hamdl Bey and the bride had
been killed instantiy—that much was known
to all the world. The general had been dis-
tracted. He had sat brooding beslde lils
bride’s coffin, allowing no one, nol even her
father, to look upon the poor charred re-
mains that he had placed within. He had
been a man out of his mind with grief, gnaw-
ing his nalls, beating his slaves—O, as.
suredly it had been a calamity of a very
high order!

One of the brothers In the baznar had him-
self talked with &n old crone whose glister's
chlld was employed In the general's kitchen,
and the fourth hand story had lost nothing
on the route.

The bride's youth and beauty, her jewels,
her robes, the general's infatuation, and the
general's grief—the reports of these ran
through the city like wildfire. And from the
particular channel of the kitchen mald and
the old aunt and the brother in the bazaars
came news nf the very especinl meana that
Allah had taken to [':: eserve the general from
destruction,

IFor he had beean In the bride's apariments
Just before the fire. But the power of Allah,
the all meeing, had =ent & thief, a prowler
by night, upon the palace roofs, and the

goreamis of a girl In the upper story had
called the general to that direction.

And =0 hils preservation had been accom-
plished

It was that rumor of the thief upon the
roofs which sent the chill of apprehension
down McLean's spine. For, though the ba.
yaars knew nothing of the thief's Identity,
and It was veported he Lhad cscaped by the
river, yet McLean ielt the sinister finger of
suspicion. If tha thief had not been a
thief—unless of brides'—and if he had not
escaped—

Impatiently the young Scotchman clapped
his heela against the donkey's sldes, en-
bancing the efforts of the runner with the
gesticulating stick.

Buppose, now, that he should not find Jack
at the excavations?

It was encouraging, somehow, to hear the
monolonous rise and fall of the labor song
proceeding as usual, although McLean im-
mediate]ly told himself that the work would
naturally be going on under Thatcher's direc-
tion whether Ryder wera there or not. The
camp knew nothing of Cairo. The camp
would be as usual

And vet, after his first moment's survey,
he had an indefinite but uneasy idea that the
camp was not as usual.

True, the tatterdemalion frieze of basket
bearers still wove {ts rhythmle way over the
mounds to the siftings where Thatcher was
presiding, as was hls wont, but in the native
part of the encampment there appeared a
sly etir and excitement.

The unoccupled, of all ages and gexes, that
usually wore squatting Interminably about
gome fire or sleeping llke mummles In her-
metically wrapped black mantles, now wars
gathered about in lttle whispering knots,
whose backward glances betrayed a senae of
unecasiness, and aa McLean rode past, a
young Arab who had been the center of
attention drew back with such carefulnesa
to escape ohservation that McLean's ghrewd
eves marked him closely.

It might be that his nerves were decelving
him, but there 4ild seem to be something
surreptitious in the alr.

Over his shoulder he glimpsed the young
Arab hurrying out of the camp.

It might be anything or nothing, he told
himself. Tho man might be going shopping
to the village and the others giving him thelr
commissions, or he might be an lllielt dealer
In curfox trying to pick up some dishonest
treasure. In native diggings those hangers.
on were thick as fies,

He dismounted and hurrled forward to
meet Thatcher's advance The men had
rarely met, and Thateher's air of hesitation
and absent mindedneas made MeLean proffer
his name promptly with a sense of speeding
through the preliminaries. Then, with a
manner he strove to make casual, be put his
question.

® 1 gay, is Ryder back?"

He knew In the moment's pause haw tight
gripping Thatchar
glanced toward the black, yawning mouth
of a tomb entrance

“Why, yves—he's down there." He added:
“ Been a bit sick. Complains of the sun.”

For a moment his rellel was so great that
MeLesan 4did not belleve in it. Jack here—
Jack absolutely safe—

Mechanically he put, " When did he come
In?" 1

“When?' Thatcher hesitated, trying to re-
call. "0, night before last—rode In after
dark.” He added, reassuringly, as the other
awung about toward the tomb: *“He says
there’'s nothing veally wrong with him.
There's no temperature.™

McLean nodded. His rellef now was
moutely compounded with disgust. He felt
no lightning leap of thanksgiving that his
{rienid was safe, but rather that flash of irrl-
tated reactlon which makes the primitive
parent smack a recovered child.

Not a thing In the world the matter! A
mare's nest—just as he had prophesied to
Miss Jeffries, TWhy in heaven's name hadn't
Jack the decency to send that over anxious
voung lady a card when he abandoned town
so suddenly? Not that McLean
blamed Miss Jeffries Glven the masquernde
and Jack's disappearance and a zealous fem-
inine interest, her concern was perfectly
natural.

But McLean had left 2 busy office and
taken an anxious and uncomfortable excur-
glon, and his volee had no genial ring as he
shouted his friend’s name down the dark
entrance to the tomb shaft

In & moment he heard a volce shouting
hollowly back, then a wavering spot of light
appeared upon the inclined floor and Ryder's
figure emerged llke an apparition’ from the
gloom

4“1 eay! That you, Andy?”

Evidently ho had been anatched from sleesp.
Hils dark halr waa rumpled, his face flushed,
and he vawned with complets frankness,

MeLean knew a sudden yearning to put an
arm about him, Dear old Jack! Dear, irre-
gponszible scnmp! His reaction of the irrita-
tion vanished, It was g0 darned good (o ses
the old chap agdln

He muttered something about belng In the
vicinity while Ryder, rousing to hostehip,
called directlons to the cook boy to bring
o tray of luncheon

suspense was him.

“TIrs conl down here' he told Mol.ean,
leading the way back,

It was cool, indeed, in the Hall of Offers
thgs, It was nlso, MeLean thought, satisfy-
ing a recoversd appetite, a trifte depressing.

They sat in a small isiand of light in an

ocean of gloom while aboul them shadowy

columns towered to indistingulshable heights
and half =een carvings projected their
strange suggestions,

It seemed Incongruous to be smoking
clgarets so unconcernediy at the feet of the
anclent gods.

But McLean's feeling of depresslon might
have been due to his renewed awareness of
catastrophe. For, though Jatk was here,
safe and sound enough, although a bit uniike
himsaelf In manner, vet Jack had been at that
confounded reception In & woman's rig. and
Jack had seen the girl and talked with her—
apparently on terms of understanding.

And if Jack had left Calro that nlght, as
he said he did —<claiming delay on the way
due to a tired horse—{ihen Jack knew nothing
in the world of the palace fire and the girl's
sudden and tragic death.

And McLean would have to tell him. He
would have to tell him that the girl he was
probably dreaming of in some fool's paradise
of memory and hope was now anly a little
mound of Must In an Orlental cometery.
That a shaft of temporary wood already
marked the grave of Almée Marle Dejane,
daughter of Tewfick Pasha and wife of
Hamdl Bey.

And, however much McLean's sound senss
might disapprove of the whole fantastic affair
and his sober judgment commend the work-
ings of Providence, ha loved his frlend, and
he feared that his friend loved this lost girl.

He had to end love and hope and romance
and implant a desperate grief.

He thought very steadily of Jinny Jeflries,
He cleared his throat.

“ Jack, old man xd

He atarted to tell him that thera had been
2 fire In Calro. & most shocking fire in a
haremlik. It seemed to him that Jack was
not listening, that he had a faraway yet In-
tent look upon his face, as of one attending
to other thinge. And then suddenly Jack
seemed to gather resolution and turned to
his friend with an alr of narration of his own.

»

" Look here, McLean, there's something I
want to tell you—"

“Walt a2 minutse, now'” sald McLean,
quiotly. "I want you to hear this
It was a fire in the palace of your friend,
Hamdl Bey." 1 '

He had Jack's attention now—he was
fairly consclous of arrested breath. Not
looking sbout him, he went grimly on:
*The night of the wedding a fire started In
the haremilk. It was a bad business,
a very bad business, Jack. For the girl—
the girl Hamdl hod just married »

He was consclous of Jack's look upon him,
but he did not turn to meet |t.

“She dled.” he sald, heavlly.
her yeosterday.”

He thought that Jack was never golng to
speak.

Then, * Dled?” sald Ryder, in an odd volce.

“1 expect she breathed in a bit of smoke,"
sald McLean, trying for a merciful sugges-
tion.

** And ha buvied her®

Jack wua like a child trying to fit bewlider-
ing facte together. McLean's sympathy hurt
him Illke a physical pain’ He wondered
what it could be llke to renllze that some
loved one you had just talked with, in radiant
1ife, was now gone utterly.

And then he heard Jack laugh. Mad, he
thought quickly, turning now to look at him.

Ryder's head tilted back; Ryder's
shouldera were shaking. " O, my aunt!" he
gasped, hysterically. "My Aunt Clarissa—
{s that what Hamd{ says?"

He sobered instantly and leaned towards
McLean, * That looks as !f he's done with
her—what? EBaving his face that way?
You're sura it was Almée—the girl he had
just married? Not soms other glrl—some co-
wile or something?”

And as McLean bewilderedly muttered that
he was sure, Ryder began to laugh again—
to laugh Jubllantly, Jovously, trlumphantly.

*“He's given her up—he's got a saving ex-
planation to thrust in ths world's face. O,
blessed Allah, veller of all that should be
velled! The man's through. He's had
enough. He isn't golng to try to——"'

Across the bright oblong of the entrance
a sudden shadow appeared.

“Ryder—1 say, Ryder!” sald a hurried
volece—Thatcher's volce—and Thatcher cams
hastlly forward [n perturbed urgency.

“There's a lot of men outslde—police and
natives and what not—wlith warrants, They're
eecarching the place. And they want to see
you. Hang it all, Ryder," sald
Thatcher, explosively but apologetically,
“ they say you've made off with some shelk's
daughter.”

He paused, shocked at the monstrosity of
the accusation. Ho was a dellcate minded
man—outside of his knowledge of antiquities
=—and he evidently expected his young asso-
clate to fall upon him and siay bim for the
elander.

YA shelk's daughter?” sald Ryder In a
mildly wondering volce. From his emphasis
one might have Inferred he was saying:
“How odd! I don't remember any shelk's
daughter.”

A queer, uncomfortable flush spread fan-
ways from Thatcher's thin temples and rayed
across his high cheekbones. He di4 not look
at oither of the men as he murmured: * It's
most peculiar, but that Arab horse—the
shells clalme the horse Is his, too. e says
vou rode off on It with his daughter.”

“Phat’s all right,” sald Ryder, absantly.
o1 don't went the borse. Bul you say the
shell’s What lonk like?
Thin—with blonde mustaches?”

“Q, no, no, not at all. He i quite heavy

“He buried

wus

therea? does he

and bearded—one eyed, if I recollect. But
theee 1= a man with a blonde mustache who
appears to do the directin =

“ And you mean they are searching?" sald
Ryder, abruptly. * You've let them in?"

“They have warrants,”” Thatcher pro-
tested, ' And thera are proper polioenien
cenducting the search—"

“My good God! Whera are they now?
Not coming here? I won't have any palice.
men trampling here and meddling with my
finds—tsll them to clear oul, Thatcher, you
know there's no shelk's daughter here! ™

Ryder gave n quick laugh, but the !m-
pression of hie laughter was not 2a sharp
as the impression of his alarm.

“1 did tell them It was preposterous”
Thatcher began, " but, you see, after tinding
the horge——"

“ 0, the horse! I got him for a song—of
course t;:c beggar is stolen. Give him back,
if they claim him. But as for any sheik's
daughter, keep tho crowd out, Thateher, I
won't have them here, not In these
tombs——" |

“I tell you they are policemen—they are
armed—yvou can't realst——*

" How many are they? A lot? But they'll
take your word, won't they? Look here, Me-
Leap, can't you eettle this for me and keop
them out? ™

“The natives have been talking." mur-
mired Thatcher, reddening stll! deeper. ** and
they have said enough about your riding In
at night and-—and keeping to this tomb ail
day to make the men very suspiclous. They
2re watching this one now——"

“Then Keep thom back—as long as you
can. For'God's sake," entreated Ryder with
that strange pasalonate vielence. * Andy—
yuu do something—hold them back Give
me time. I—I've got to get some things to-
gether—I won't have them at my things—
bold them back. Out there. T I come™

He was gone. Gone, tearing back Into the
glocm and sllence of his tomb. And McLean
and Thatcher, astounded witneszes of his
outhurst, turned speedily to the entrance,
avolding each cother's eyes.

Agitatedly Thatcher was murmuring that
Ryder's finds were valuable, Immensely val-
uable, and {t was disturbing to contemplate
any Invasion, and with equal agitation but

more mechanical calm, McLean was mur-
muring that he understood—he quite unders
stood

As for understanding, he was stunned and
dazed. A sheik's daughter! And the fa-
ther himself claiming her—under the direc-
tlon of a blonde mustached man. . . .
And a stolen horse. Jack conceding
the horse, . . . Jack utterly upset at the
gearch partly =

But he himself had seen that new placed
shaft with 1ts Inscription to Aimée Marie
Dejane What then in the name of
wonders did this mean? There couldn't be
another girl? MeLean's imagination fal.
tered, then dashed on at & gallop. Some—
some handmalden, perhaps, whom Jack had
rercued In mistaken chivalry? Perhnps the
French glir! has sent a mald on ahead?

MecLean's head was whirllng now. One
thing appeared qulte as possible as an-
other. Pasha's daughters and shelk’s daugh:
ters, stolen horses, and Djinns, and Afrits,
and palaces, and masquerades at wedding re-
ceptions appeared upon the same plans of
fearibility.

Outwardly he was extremely calm. Calm,
and cold, and crisp.

At the mouth of the tomb he detained the
party of native policemen with thelr hang-
ers-on af curlous natlves and examined, with
great show of elrcumspection and author-
ity, the perfectly regular search warrants
which had been i=sued for them at the in-
stigation of an apparently bereft parent,

He cinversed with the alleged parent, a
stolid, taciturn native dignity. whoss ac
cusations were confilrmed by eagerly as-
eonting followers. He lived in a small vil-
Jage, not far north of the camp. He had a
joung daughtar, veqy beautiful, Three nights
ago he had surprised her with thls young
American and they had fled upon hls noblest
borse,

It was a olmple and direct story, And
Juck—by his own report—had been out
upon the desert that night, had appeared
upon the next night with this unknown and
beautiful horse, and had slnce kept to the
tomb, ¢laiming illness, ln & most persistent
way.

The camp boys had testified that he had
been vividly critical of the food sent in to
Liny, and that he had required extraordinary
amounts of heated water,

“All of which," McLean =ald sternly, In
the vernacular, “amounts to nothing—un-
less you can discover the girl™

“ And that, monsieur,” sald a Turk in the
uniform of the sultan’s guards, appeiring
tieside the desert sheik, “that is exactly
what we are here to do."

McLean found himsslf looking into a thin,
menacing face, capped with a red fez, a
face deeply lined, murked by light, arrogant
eyes, and embelllshed with a huge, blonde
mustache

* And your Interest in this, monsieur?”
he questioned.

“T am & friend of Shelk Mnssan's! ™ sald
the Turk loftily, *“I ghall seo that my friend
obtains his rights.™

And in McLean's other ear a distraught :

Thateher was murmuring, ** That officer chap
{s« Hamdl Bey—a general of the guards. You
know, Mr. MoLean, this really is—you know,
it ls—"'

Hamd| Bey HHamdl hers, two dayvse
aftér hiz Adistressing loss. befriending thix
ehelk and trying to Involve Jack Rydar In
dlsgrace!
concluded. ]

Mary Mastings Hradier.]
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